CHAPTER 73 


June 26, 2011 


“Oh, hello Justin! Please, come in.” 


Justin was met by the friendly smile of Chie’s mother as the door to Chie’s house 
opened. He had only briefly met her the day prior when she had come over to pick 
Chie up from the hospital, but from the few minutes they talked with each other, 
they both thought the other was fairly friendly. Of course, that was probably 
because Chie’s mother had never seen Justin when he was pissed off; which was 
fairly often. Still, Justin was happy to see her mother for more than one reason. One, 
it was a little less awkward this way; since, while Justin hadn’t acknowledged the 
two were dating, it seemed she had a fairly good idea that they were. Secondly, she 
wasn’t Chie’s father; who still seemed to hate Justin with a burning passion. Can you 
believe that guy tried to blame Justin for Chie getting stuck in the hospital? Justin 
swore if Chie and her mother hadn’t said something, he would have tore her father 
a new one. And I’m sure you can figure out how well that would end. 


“How’s she doing?” Justin remarked casually, as he stepped through the door. The 
doctor said she would be fine after giving her some quick bandage work, but she’d 
be stuck in her bed for the next week or so. Well, that was a bit of a heartbreaker 
for Chie, since she usually spent her free time either exercising or hanging with 
Justin. Sometimes both. He swore his gut still hurt from those training sessions. He 
had to wonder why they stopped having those, though he certainly wasn’t objecting 
to the lack of their presence. 


“She’s doing alright, though we have to keep telling her to stay in bed.” Her mother 
remarked with a slightly saddened voice. Justin could only imagine what kind of hell 
it must be trying to put up with Chie under these circumstances. She’s probably 
trying to get out of the bed every five seconds or something, knowing her. “She’s 
upstairs, first door on the right.” Chie’s mother tried to explain, knowing full well 
what Justin was here for. Justin smirked slightly; it was clear Chie’s mother still 
didn’t know he had been here before. Oh well, not worth mentioning apparently. 


“Thank you ma’am.” Justin remarked, a slight bow of his head, before carefully 
making his way upstairs. He slowly twisted his head around the corner, peering 
inside to check to see if her father was in the room, since he hadn’t seen him 
downstairs. Thankfully, he was not. He must have had work or something. Thank 
fucking god. He smiled slightly before walking into the room, though Chie hadn't 
really noticed at first. She was too busy staring at the television across the room. 
Actually, she DID think someone had come into the room, partially because Kenji 
started barking, though she hadn’t thought it was Justin, that’s for damn sure. 


“| already said I’m fine, mom...” She grumbled to herself, still starring at her 
television screen; a Playstation controller in her hand. Justin smirked slightly. 


“I'll say.” Justin joked, making a slight whistle sound. Chie’s eyes widened slightly, 
her eyes shooting over to Justin, her cheeks slightly red. She wasn’t really sure what 
she should be more embarrassed about; thinking Justin was her mother, or Justin’s 
flirtatious joke. Not that he didn’t do that normally anyway, but it felt weird having 
him do that in her house with her parents home. 


“Oh, Justin! I’m so sorry, I--“ Chie frantically tried to explain. Justin just laughed 
slightly holding his palm up to cut her off. He wasn’t offended at all; he’d be lying if 
he said he hadn’t done that at least a dozen times. She only seemed to blush 
harder though as he cut her off; it was embarrassing, regardless of whether he 
approved or not. He took a seat at the very foot of her bed. Thankfully Chie was 
short enough that there was still a slot where he could place his ass on the bed. 
He’d hate to stand the whole time, and he didn’t want to sit on Chie’s feet, or make 
her curl her legs up or something. She obviously couldn’t do that if she wanted to 
recover. “Wh-What are you doing here?” 


“Well, | couldn’t just let my girl stare up at the ceiling all day on the weekend. | 
thought I’d keep you some company.” Justin smiled at her, before turning his gaze 
over at the television screen she had been staring at. It was on the pause menu, 
and she had just pressed reset. Justin briefly wondered if he had done something to 
fuck up her game. 


“Wouldn’t you rather be out doing stuff, though?” Chie remarked, a slightly 
saddened expression on her face. She didn’t like that Justin was wasting his 
weekend just because she managed to break a rib. Especially after what had 
transpired yesterday. He must have been stressed out; what with nearly dying and 
his shadow taking over AGAIN and all. And what was up with that purple smoke 
shit? He could use a day off to relax, and she doubted he was going to have that 
here; as much as she enjoyed his company. Justin apparently found her question 
humorous though, chuckling slightly and shaking his head. 


“I'd rather be here with you.” He smiled, both of them blushing slightly for a 
moment. They averted eye contact for only a brief second before Justin started 
starring at the screen again. Chie was pressing reset again from the pause menu. 
What in god’s name is this woman doing? “What game are you playing?” 


“Tony Hawk’s Pro Skater.” Chie remarked, pausing and reseting once again as the 
stage reloaded. Justin completely understood what she was trying to do now that he 
knew what game she was playing. Mostly because he used to do the same thing. He 
had to wonder why she was playing Pro Skater though, but hey, whatever floats her 
boat. 


“You're trying to get Superman playing, aren’t you?” Justin smirked slightly as Chie 
shot a glance of shock over at Justin. 


“How'd you know?” 


“Believe me honey, we all did that.” He laughed a bit as she turned back to the 
screen, pressing restart only one last time, the song finally playing. Given the look 
on her face, Justin was willing to bet she had been at that for a while; she just 
seemed so relieved to finally get that song playing. 


So here lam 

Doing everything | can 
Holding on to what | am 
Pretending I’m a superman 


“Hey... uh...” Chie choked up slightly, still starring at the screen as she played the 
game; though her cheeks were slightly red. “Thanks for everything yesterday.” 
Justin raised a slight eyebrow. | mean, yeah he kind of DID bring her to the hospital, 
but he didn’t need to be thanked for that. It was the right thing to do, and besides, 
he wouldn’t just leave her behind. 


“No thanks neccesary, ma’am.” He remarked playfully, shaking his head to side to 
side. 


“No, seriously! | know | kind of gave you sh—“ Chie stopped herself from saying 
shit, noticing that the door to her room was still open. Clearly her parents weren’t a 
big fan of swearing, though Justin had to wonder if her mother could even hear. Or if 
she would even give her a hard time about it. From what Justin had seen, it wasn’t 
so much that her parents were strict as much as it was that her father WAS. Her 
mother seemed fine to him. Chie cleared her throat slightly, trying to correct 
herself. “—crap yesterday about carrying me around...” 


“Don’t sweat it. | can see how that’d be a bit weird.” Justin remarked, a quick swat 
of his wrist, as though telling her to forget about it. 


“Well, it wasn’t that it was weird...” Chie choked up after a short period of silence, 
her cheeks radiating a slight pink color. Justin shot both of his eyebrows up as 
though he didn’t quite hear that right. Oh he did all right, and he could tell just by 
the look on her face, or how she was very slightly trying to burrow her face under 
her blankets. Justin’s face turned slightly red; carrying her around was NOT 
supposed to be a flirtatious thing. | mean, | guess it kind of WAS, but... you know... 
He swallowed a bit before choking up speech once again. 


“Sorry, uh... embarrassing?” Justin tried to correct the mistake. Chie just sort of 
shrugged. She wasn’t sure exactly how she WOULD describe it. In a way it kind of 


felt... good. Sure it was embarrassing as all hell; especially when he had dragged 
her out in front of all their friends like that, but she’d by lying if she said she didn’t 
have butterflies in her stomach. Her face only seemed to grow redder the more they 
talked about it. She was probably coming across as a complete weirdo at this point. 
And as for Justin; well... He didn’t want Chie getting the wrong idea about him. He 
was doing that to help, not to be a perv. 


“Y-yeah...” Chie choked up slightly. She paused for a moment, still pressing buttons 
on the controller, though much slower for some reason. Like she wasn’t really into 
it. “Sorry ‘bout dad, by the way.” Chie eventually spoke up. She had been in the 
room when her father had pretty much tried to play the abuse card on Justin. Like 
seriously; how the hell was Justin going to break her rib without any other visible 
sign of bruising? The guy just didn’t like Justin, and he was willing to do anything to 
put the guy down in front of his daughter, that’s for sure. Justin sighed a bit, 
crossing his arms. 


“| don’t get why he doesn’t like me...” Justin remarked, pondering out loud. 


Chie just sighed a bit; clearly it was bothering Justin to some extent. She was 
actually kind of embarrassed for him. Her dad could be a real prick sometimes. It’s 
not like he hadn’t done this with other guys either. Sure, Justin was her first 
boyfriend, but she HAD had other guys over before, and let me say this, none of 
them received a very welcoming reception. You should have seen what it was like 
when Yosuke first moved to town. Now mind you, Chie and Yosuke were pretty good 
friends, still were in a way; she just kind of kicked the shit out of him a lot more 
now. That was Justin rubbing off on her, she supposed. That’s how she ended up 
lending him her Trial of the Dragon DVD in the first place. Well, needless to say, 
Yosuke already had a bit of a reputation, what being the ‘Junes Prince,’ as some 
people liked to call him. As if it weren’t bad enough that he kept saying shit like 
leave the door open, he had pretty much given Yosuke a lecture on business 
etiquette. Needless to say, Yosuke did not come back to her house again. In 
retrospect, the only guy who her father liked was Takeshi, and even then, that was 
because they were in elementary school at the time. He wasn’t as suspicious of 
everyone. 


“He gets like that with everyone.” Chie tried to explain. Justin just sort of shrugged. 
What her father thought of him was of no importance to him, so long as he didn’t 
try to interfere with the two. Cause if he did, let me tell you something, shit would 
go down. Justin sighed a bit, before turning his attention back towards the screen. 


“You missed the ‘K’.” Justin remarked. Chie had picked up the letter S already, so he 
had assumed she was trying to do that thing where you pick up the letters that spell 
out skate. 


“Crap!” She exclaimed, trying to go back and pick it up. She was having quite a bit 
of trouble grabbing it though; it was at the very tip of a jump on a half pipe, and she 


couldn’t seem to quite line it up right. After wasting a good minute or so of doing 
that, and Superman unfortunately fading out as the song ended Chie sighed and 
paused, giving up. She wasn’t very good at these games, and she knew it. And you 
may be saying to yourself ‘Hey, some of those letters are pretty hard to get!’ She 
was on the warehouse level. Argument invalidated. Justin chuckled slightly as Chie 
threw a very slight temper tantrum from her spot in the bed. She wasn’t throwing 
controllers or anything, but you could see her glaring at the screen, and you could 
hear the hot air coming out from her nostrils. 


“And that my friend, is where cheat codes come in.” Justin remarked sarcastically. 
Chie just shook her head slightly. 


“| don’t cheat.” She said matter of factly. In fact, she kind of sounded slightly 
offended that Justin had even suggested cheating. Justin raised an eyebrow slightly; 
he could understand no wanting to cheat on games that actually had, you know, a 
fucking plot? Not so much games like Pro Skater, where the point was pretty much 
to just mess around and have fun. Seriously, who the hell enjoyed trying to find 
those tapes? “Besides; | don’t know any chea—“ 


“Hold L2, X, Circle, Triangle.” Chie just sort of starred at Justin for a moment. She 
wasn’t sure why he had a cheat code for Pro Skater of all things memorized; hell, 
the only cheat code she knew was the Konami Code; and that’s only because she 
like to test that on every game she got to see if there were any easter eggs. About 
50% of the time; there were. She looked at Justin with a blank stare for only a brief 
moment longer before starring at the controller and inputting the code. Nothing 
happened. “You have to do it at the skater select.” 


“Well, you should have told me that!” Chie remarked, slight irritation on her voice. It 
wasn’t really that she was getting irritated mind you; but you know how those two 
got when they were joking around. Justin chuckled slightly as Chie sighed and 
pressed the XMB button on the center of the controller; heading back to the start up 
menu. She had intended to switch games over to something else on her hard-drive, 
but then something caught Chie’s eye: Justin’s account logging in. She raised her 
eye and passed a confused glance over at Justin. Maybe he had a Vita...? Justin 
wasn’t really paying attention; hell he NEVER paid attention to that corner of the 
screen. He had missed more than a few party invitations from Chie because of it. 
That said, he still could see Chie looking at him with confusion. 


“What?” 


“Says you just logged on.” Chie remarked, still puzzled. Justin just sort of shook his 
head and chuckled. 


“Looks like Maya’s at it again. | swear, it’s a wonder her eyes haven't exploded from 
starring at that television all day.” Justin laughed slightly. “Hold on, | want to see 
what game she’s playing.” Chie shrugged slightly before scrolling over to her 


friends list. It took a second, but Maya did pop in a game eventually: Saint’s Row 3. 
Justin started laughing for some inexplicable reason. “Let’s see how long it takes 
her to turn the game off.” 


“What? Saint’s Row 3 is really good.” Chie remarked, slightly puzzled. Hell, the two 
of them had played it online a couple of times, so Justin couldn’t even deny that he 
liked it. Justin shook his head slightly. 


“That’s not what | mean. Maya doesn’t start new games ever; she’s always afraid of 
erasing someone’s data.” Justin explained. 


“Okay...?” 


“Well, last time | saved, my character was naked and equipped with the dildo bat.” 
Justin whispered slightly, lest her mother be listening in. Chie was a little... 
confused. Actually, disgusted might be the right word. For starters, Justin played a 
female character on Saint’s Row 3. She never understood why, but she just sort of 
played it off as Justin preferring the voice actor or something. And since having the 
female voice on a guy would just be weird, he made a femboss. Now she was 
finding out that, not only had Justin apparently stripped his character down, but he 
had equipped the dildo bat. Just... Eeeww. 


“Why? Just... Why?” Chie spoke up, slightly flabbergasted. 


“I’m trying to get all the trophies. I’m a couple challenges away from the last one | 
need; one of them being streaking.” Okay... That relieved ONE of her concerns... 


“And the... you know...” 


“| just find it fascinating that of all the objects they could have put physics on, they 
put it on that.” Justin shrugged. They also put it on the female characters breasts, 
but he wasn’t going to bring that up anytime soon. Chie just shook her head 
Slightly, trying to wipe the thought from her head. If this wasn’t Saint’s Row they 
were talking about, she might have been really creeped out right about now. But it 
was, and they both knew that this game loved to make you do stupid shit like that. 
And most of the time it was pretty funny. The two turned their attention over to the 
screen for only a brief moment more before they were met with a singular message: 


MothershipZep32 is now Offline. 


The two laughed for a moment; she logged off REAL quick. “Oh man, we’re laughing 
now but there’s gonna be a lot of explaining when | go home later.” Chie shook her 
head slightly as she looked back up at the screen. 


“Hey, I’ve been meaning to ask; what is your username supposed to be?” Chie 
asked curiously, a wide grin still on her face from watching Maya’s reaction over the 


internet. She could only imagine the look on her face, and let me tell you 
something: it was PRICELESS. 


“Oh. Mothership is a Led Zepplin album, so MothershipZep. 32 is just some number | 
threw on because APPARANTLY 31 other people had the exact same username.” 
Justin sighed a bit, shaking his head. Chie just sort of laughed at his slight 
annoyance with having to throw a number on his username. Though, she didn’t 
have to do that for hers, so she probably just didn’t get it. The two starred at the 
screen for a while as Chie fiddled with her control stick, trying to shuffle through the 
games she owned, to not much avail. It wasn’t for a while that Justin turned to her 
and spoke up. “You know; that horror movie marathon’s supposed to be on today.” 


“Oh it is!?” Chie spoke up in surprise. They had been talking about it early this 
week, but with everything that had gone down with Rise, she had forgotten all 
about it. She starred at Justin for a moment, a faint smile on his face. She didn’t 
really want him wasting his day here, leaning over her bed just because she got a 
fracture. It was only a flesh wound, after all. Still, they did have plans to watch it, 
and she supposed it didn’t really matter if she was lying down or not; just that they 
were together when they did. Besides; she was getting sick of playing video games. 
“Luh... Can’t really reach the remote from here...” Chie spoke up slightly 
embarrassed. 


Justin just chuckled a bit, standing up to grab the remote off the top of television. 
You would think her parents would leave the remote with her, but he supposed if 
she had been playing video games for a while she wouldn’t really need it. He 
pressed a few buttons, flipping the television away from Video 1 and over to 
television; then finally switching it to the appropriate channel before taking a seat 
at the end of the bed again. In all honesty, he was hoping he’d be able to sit on the 
couch with her, shoulder to shoulder; that way when something really scary came 
up... Bam. 


Oh you thought | meant Chie would try to hold onto him? No. Otherway around. 
Justin was a pussy when it came to scary movies. Of course, that was irrelevant 
now. Unless Justin planned on laying down next to her, which he absolutely did not 
for obvious reasons, that was not going to happen anytime soon. 


“So which movie is this?” Chie asked. Justin didn’t really know, of course. He had 
just flipped it over himself. Of course, he soon recognized it when that... thing 
popped up, in all it’s clownitude. Yep, this was It alright, and Justin’s wasn’t quite 
sure he liked that. The second he saw that clown he jumped back slightly, averting 
eye contact. Chie was a little surprised actually. “What are you doing?” She asked. 
Nothing scary had happened yet. Hell, it had been TWELVE seconds. 


“Not watching this is what I’m doing.” Chie raised an eyebrow slightly. It took her a 
moment before it really sunk in why Justin was freaking out already. 


“Wait a second... Are you afraid of clowns?” 


“| should have never played Twisted Metal...” Justin grimaced, hesitating as he tried 
to decided whether too look at the screen or not. He eventually decided ‘yes and 
no.’ His head was angled away from the screen, but he could still see at out of the 
corners of his eyes. Chie just sort of smirked a bit, finding humor in Justin’s lack of 
courage. 


“Oh my god, you totally are!” She laughed, as Justin squirmed about in his seat. 
“Hey, shuddup. You're afraid of bugs!” 
“Yeah, but so are you!” 


“Yeah, and I’m also afraid of stairs, airplanes, clowns, hospitals, Gene Simmons, you 
on a bad day—“ 


“Alright, that’s enough.” Chie cut him off, though whether that was because she 
was sick of hearing Justin’s list, or because she didn’t like that last item on there 
was another question entirely. Justin chuckled slightly. 


“Point is, shut up.” 


“Fair enough.” Chie shrugged her shoulders slightly before both turned back to the 
screen. Just in time to see Pennywise tear some kid’s arm off. Justin immediately 
turned his head away from the screen again. Nope. Fuck this shit. Done. DONE! 


The afternoon went on much like this, with one or both of them averting their eyes 
from the screen because of something. It was mostly just Justin doing it at the 
beginning, what since they were watching IT and all, but that changed once they 
found out that apparently Pennywise was a giant spider. Now THAT was something 
Chie could understand being afraid of. Hell, she practically jumped up out of her bed 
to grab a hold of Justin’s arm. And she did for a second, but then her rib started 
hurting again, and she had to let go. Justin had felt bad about it, but Chie found 
herself laughing; how could she be so forgetful? And besides, it was just a movie, no 
need to be trying to hide behind Justin. 


It was then followed up by your typical slasher films. Friday the Thirteenth, 
Nightmare on Elm Street, Halloween, Texas Chainsaw Massacre; you name it, they 
had it. Justin wasn’t sure if it was a blessing that some of this stuff was censored for 
TV. On one hand, they didn’t get to see all that wonderful bloody violence; or rather 
they did, but they usually cut away before you saw the gore and blood. On the other 
hand, however, that meant all the sex scenes got cut out. And when Justin was 


watching that with his girlfriend, in her house, with her mother downstairs, when 
she was fifteen; yeah that might have been for the best. 


By the time the marathon ended, Justin and Chie were having a debate over Saw II. 
Justin was disappointed that they didn’t get to see the first one, but alas, he 
supposed Saw II was better in a lot of ways. Still, he didn’t get to point out all that 
stuff he had mentioned about the ending, and now Chie was asking him all sorts of 
questions about this one. 


“Alright, so the point of these traps is that they’re supposed to test you right?” She 
asked. 


“Right.” 


“So... How was any of that supposed to be a test? Like... | get the detective, and | 
get the needle pit... But how were you supposed to win any of the other traps?” 
Chie questioned, completely dumb founded. Justin had explained the original Saws 
as being this combination of morality and testing one’s self. She wasn’t seeing ANY 
of that here. 


“Well some of those traps were just ‘if you’re not stupid, you'll live’.” Justin 
explained. Chie wasn’t really buying it though. 


“Well how were you supposed to know there was a shotgun behind that door; how 
was that supposed to test anyone. It just killed them. And there was no way of 
surviving the furnace. You went in, and you died. And he didn’t even get the 
antidote!” 


“Well actually, | think someone switched the furnace on by accident. Like it was 
supposed to test the people outside; since he kind of kidnapped them and all.” 


“No. He turned the furnace on himself.” Chie shook her head slightly. Unless they 
cut something out, and she couldn’t understand why they would cut something so 
vital from the TV cut if it wasn’t bloody or anything, no one switched that thing on. 
Justin rubbed at the back of his head slightly. He hadn’t watched Saw II in a while, 
so it was entirely possible he was remembering this wrong. He’d have to check it 
out on his DVD later tonight. Actually, scratch that, tomorrow. It was getting pretty 
late actually. He was surprised Chie’s parents hadn’t kicked him out yet. Especially 
since he knew her father had come home. He had stopped in Chie’s room to see 
how she was doing. He also refused to acknowledge Justin’s existence, which while 
it might sound like an insult, was probably him TRYING to be nice. 


“Alright, so there were a FEW unfair traps.” 


“Almost all of those traps were unwinnable.” 


“She should have known better than to stick her hands through a glass box like 
that! It’s glass! Throw something at it and pull it out that way.” Chie shook her head 
Slightly. She entirely disagreed with him on that; it was very clearly set up to look 
like you were SUPPOSED to put your arms through those holes. There was no 
escaping that trap, and no it was not fair in the slightest. 


“And I’m failing to see the morality aspect.” Chie continued. 


“Alright, well, the whole morality thing is bigger in the first Saw movie. One guy has 
to shoot the other to save his kids, so he has that moral decision of kill one to save 
another kind of thing. But we’re not talking Saw | here, so let’s get to Saw Il. Xavier 
doesn’t HAVE to kill anyone to get those codes, but he does anyway; so now you 
have that moral standpoint of killing everyone to save yourself, or try to work with 
the others and get out alive.” 


“Xavier was such a dick.” Chie remarked, cutting Justin off. She hated Xavier so 
much by the end of the movie. He had thrown Amanda into a pit of needles (which 
wasn’t necessarily a bad thing, come to find out,) killed Jonas, left Addison for dead, 
and damn near killed Amanda and Daniel, Daniel being seventeen or eighteen tops. 
The guy totally had it coming when he got his throat slit. 


“| was rooting for him at the beginning when | realized he had found out about the 
bar codes. Then he sort of killed Jonas. | mean... Yeah, Jonas probably should have 
turned around, but maybe if Xavier just tried to explain to him that there was a 
code on the back of his neck, they wouldn’t have this problem.” 


“| stopped rooting for him when he threw Amanda into the needle pit.” Chie 
remarked, a slight shrug on her shoulder. 


“She totally had it coming.” 
“Yeah, but he didn’t know that.” 


“Details, details.” Justin joked slightly, before Chie sighed. She turned her head over 
to the clock on her television box. 11:30. Holy crap, her parents must be livid right 
now. She had never had company over this late, especially not her boyfriend. 
Justin’s gaze soon followed to stare at the digits on the clock. He knew it was about 
time to take his leave. He stood up from the bed before making his way up towards 
the head of the bed... And Chie, by extension. “I should probably get going before 
you get in trouble.” Justin joked slightly. 


“What are they gonna do, ground me? Not like I’m going anywhere anyway.” Chie 
joked slightly. Justin loved the new rebellious attitude she seemed to be sporting. 
Though she was probably just trying to be funny. Still; viva la revolution. Justin 
laughed abit at the joke. 


“No, but they might lock the doors. Then how would | visit you?” 


“Through the window.” 


“Now you're learning!” 


